THE  WORLD  SOUL
went slowly I did keep moving into new country. I was progressing always onward, though I hardly realised it.
For the road is a dusty, weary, dangerous road, " beset with pitfall and with gin," and you have got to trarnp every inch of it.
Strait is the gate and narrow is the way.
There is no railway nor will ever be. There are no trains de luxe nor no sleeping cars.
The way of Jesus is the thought road to wisdom, but each must travel for himself. Do not for a moment believe that even Jesus will carry you or save you. He won't. He has told you how to go, and if you won't go it is your own fault. It is no good saying, Lord, Lord. You must do what he said. You must take up your cross and walk. And you must have within you the light to walk by. No one else can light you ; the foolish virgins could not borrow from the wise nor walk by the light of their lanterns. You must have your own light and the oil of wisdom to feed it. No other light will avail you.
It is the travelling along the road that makes you worthy to enter that kingdom. Never mind the dust, the travel stains you may accumulate, showing how you have fallen by the way. Never mind growing old or weary on the road. Within the door there is the stream called Lethe that washes all who enter, making them clean and young in soul for ever.